FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

suffered some damage. Her X turret had a large chunk out of the
barbette which had gone inside and jammed itself behind the left
gun. The Wanpite was already in dock and after dinner I went and
had a look at her. Inside, she was an extraordinary sight, her steer-
ing gear had been jammed by a Hun shell at the end of the first
phase of the battle. When we turned 16 points away from the
enemy battle fleet, she had received the concentrated fire from
the Konig class. Her casualties were light in comparison to the
damage sustained and she was lucky to get back.

The next day I was able to get ashore for an hour or two and
see my wife; she told me that they knew on June ist that there
had been a fleet action and that all sorts of wild rumours were
flying about. Many of the wives who were at either North or
South Queensferry had assembled to see the battle cruisers return,
not knowing which of them had been sunk. My wife easily
identified the Tiger with her three evenly spaced large funnels, but
there was the Indefatigable missing and one of the other three big
ones. It might have been the Lion, Princess Royal or Queen Mary,
and it was not till the ships came quite close that those anxious
women who were waiting knew it was the latter that had gone.

There is little to tell of the remainder of my time in the Tiger.
We went into dock and leave was granted. I went south with my
wife in the car by easy stages. At Alnwick we heard of the loss of
Kitchener in the Hampshire, whilst on his way to Russia, which
created a most profound impression. At Cranwell, Lincolnshire,
we stopped a night with Commodore Godfrey Paine, who had
opened his Royal Naval Air Service training station a few months
before. He was most interested in my description of Jutland, and
we had an enjoyable evening talking over old times.

Admiral Vaughan Lee, who had, by this time, taken over the
Air Department at the Admiralty, told me that I was to take
command of Killingholme seaplane station, which had recently
been opened on the south side of the Humber, and in due course
my appointment came through.

I returned to the Tiger, which was still in dock at Rosyth, to
turn over to my relief and to say good-bye to my cheery shipmates,
Macnamara, Blagrove, Lapage, Harrison and Co., as well as to
Admiral Beatty and Captain Chatfield of the Lion. The Admiral
seemed rather annoyed at my leaving his battle cruisers, perhaps
I had, by that time, become a sort of adviser on Fleet air
matters. So ended my time in that fine ship which survived the
war, but not the peace, for she was one that was sacrificed in
fe